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b 72 HEN Pitts 3 the RUSTIC Bard, 
Z To fing or weep, becauſe the Times are hard, 
7 'Trs hop'd he learned Critic, great and wiſe, 
Will turn afide his penetrating Eyes, 

| And think it nobler far to overlook, 
Dan to condemn, my little trifling .. FI 
4 The Paths of Fame I leave for him to ſoar, 5 
= While I my Table ing, from Door to ES 
In humlbe flrain, yet as the Moments fly 
At the ſame Inſtant, fing and multiply; 

Z Regardleſs of Pedantic Scoffs and Frowns, 
Through rural Plains and Corporation Towns : 

My Muſe ts gentle, yet not prone to Vice, 
My Books compact, and Three- Pence is the Price. 
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Miſcellaneous Poems, 


4 DIALOGUE. An 2 CHURCH-YARD T 
and Part- of 1 the CONCREGATION. 7 


{HE e PR the Sun with radiant Light. > 
Diſpels the Darkneſs of the pry Night, 
His golden Beams adorn each Hill and * 
And let the Beauties of the World be ſeen. 
Whoe'er looks up, ſure cannot but admire, 
To ſee the heavenly Lamp of liquid Fire, „ 
Fix'd in the Centre, as it doth appear, „ 
While we move round him each revolving Lear; 
Which Men divide by Parts, yet different Ways, 
Into three hundred, ſixty, and five Days, 
The ſeventh Part of theſe, muſt be confels'd, 

By Gop's Command were ſet apart for Reſt. 

This Day is one of his, when Men repair, 
Acroſs the Church-yard to the Houſe of mages, J 

But ere they enter ſome do rove amo US, 
The Graves or Tombs of the depart Throng. 
Here various Thoughts affect he human Heart, 
I o0o ſee the Havock made, by Death's keen Dart. 
This fills the Mind with Terror and Diſmay : 4 
| _ Now as they walk' d the Fa ſeem'd to ſay, 1 


„ 


4x Ye living 8 wig here do weekly 1 


Or ſtride the Manſions of the ſilent Dead, 

. Confider this, and you myſt own tis true, F 
That khoſe you tread upon are more than £4 | 

They ſpent their Time like you, but now tis paſt, 

This ſhews the Road that you muſt come at laſt : 

Do what you will, or wander where you pleaſe, 

Sail on the De. or live at Home at caſe; 

It matters not from what or where you come, | 

Ihhis is the only Place you can call Home. e 
Uet this admoniſh You to fear your Go, 
Lieſt you ſoon feel his ſmart avenging Rod. 
Thus ſpoke the Church-yard, when a Monarch grand, 
The great and mighty Ruler of the Land, 
Said, what is this that thou pretend'ſt to ſhew ? 

It is no more than what all Mortals know , 

But what of that? the Time at Diſtance ſtands, 

We do not tear oy Threat' ning or — | 


Cnun CH-YARD. 


85 3 Man, thou ſeemeſt in thy Strength to boaſt, 
Becauſe thou rul'ſt the Land, the Sea, and Coaſt; 


Millions around thee ſtand in Dread and Awe, 
And bend beneath thy Yoke or rig'rous Law, 


At thy Command they muſt bend hunibly down, 
Ihe Power of Life and Death lies in thy Crown: 
Lt Yet all thy Pomp, thy Splendor, and Eſtate, 

W Cannot ſecure thee from the Book of Fate; 

| Here thou muſt come, and leave thy ſhining Wealth, | 
Thy Power will not reach to fave thyſelf 

= Sicknef or Ag will make thee. bow thy Head 
Dovn to the Duſt, to mingle with the Dead, 

Thou didſt command, but here thou muſt obey, 
This is the * o thy e . e 
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Bone. ſays a Duke, wh ſeemed to draw near, 


This does not ſuit! my Lord and Sovereign's Ear; | 


e's wiſe and valiant, prudent and diſcreet, 

o mild, ſo modeſt temper'd, and ſo ſweet, 

b Princes like him ſhould have free Liberty _ 
a 0 pleaſe REY and not be tought by thee. 


Cuvrca-YarD. 


Ty Speech i is falſe, thou knoweſt better Things, 
et thy baſe Sect have ruin'd many kings; 
o ſpeak the Truth thou deemeſt impolite, 

hy Talent 1s to act the Paraſite. 

35 duch baſe Means thy Sov'reign's led aſtray, 
And hardly can perceive the better Way; 

zut a wiſe King will all thy Sort deſpiſe, 

And take his Counſel from the old and wiſe; 

is Vanity to ſay much more of this, 

o him that is reſoly*'d to do amiſs. 

50 ſeek for VirTue and her Siſter TRurTR, 

hey are the Guardians of old Age and Youth; 
each better Precepts, mind the {marting Rad, 


ut now ſtand by, 1 ſee another come, 

FW hoſe Garments ſparkle like the d Sun; 3 
is a Lady of a high Degree, 

ho little thinks of bending down to me; 

he glories in her Beauty and her Charms, 

nd bears a favourite * in her Arms. 


Labr. ö 


hat if 1 do? ſure it can be no Crime, 
dr me to take my Pleaſure in my prime; 
ike to be admired by the Throng, 


plegfe kd let Lite be mort or long; 3 


und don't, to pleaſe thy King, diſpleaſe thy God. 


| ( 6 880 
11 thou ay ſt much I'll trom thy preſence fly 
And never more come near thee till I die. 


* 


. Cnunen-Tanb. 


9 Proud haughty Dame, thou canſt not fly me nk; 

Where wilt thou go, where mingle with the TO 4 
My Meſſenger is {till behind thy Back, 

- Ferhaps this Moment treading 1 in thy Track : 

His Name is Drarn, 'tis he will find thee out, 

He goes to ev'ry Ball and ev'ry Rout: c 

Tho thou at preſent doſt not ſeem to fear, 

He'll make thee tremble as he draws more near: 

It is in vain to think from him to hide, 

His Dart's a Period to all human Pride. 

So and prepare th yſelf while in thy Power, 
ainſt the laſt ous awful Hour, 
Sell off thoſe glitt'ring Toys with which thou'r rt ref 

To help the Poor, and ſuccour the diftreſs'd , 
While thou in Splendor ſtriveſt to outvy, 
Thy Fellow Creatures loud with Hunger cry: 
138 Feet to their great Diſtreſs thou ſeemeſt mute, 
V And in thy Boſom nouriſhes a Brute, | 
He's by thy Hands with Danties daily fed, 
While thouſands round thee cry aloud for Bread : 


” 


) : Fn | I he Cripple ſtands deploring his hard Caſe, 
And fain would look for Pity in thy Face, 
J . Feet in Diſdain thou walk'ſt triumphant by, 


| | | Regardleſs of his mournful piercing cry: 
=— Or perhaps a Female with her Babe appears, 
"8 Cover'd with Rags, and quite abſorb'd in Tears, 
1 Deſiring only for to taſte the Fare 
On which thy Dog is fed with ſo much Care ; ; 
; - Yer thou canſt leave the Innocent diſtreſs'd, 
0 gnaw the N Hungry Mother” 5 Breaſt, 


 Perha . 
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Perhaps thow'llt deign to make this harſh Reply, 
Stand off, thou filthy Creature! let me b; „ 
hate to hear a dirty begging Crew, A 
here is a Law provides for ſuch as you. 
his more declares thy Cruelty and Pride, 
What Law againſt Misfortunes can provide? 
They ſteal upon us like our Days and Years, 
8 turn redundant Joys to briny Tears; 
So blame them not who are oppreſs'd with Woe, 
No Mortal knows the Road he has to 5 
Now if you're wiſe you ſoon may learn from hence 
That want of Pity is the want of Senſe ; 
{ Sufficient is enough, then why ſhould Man 
Strive any further to enlarge the Plan? 
For all your Wealth will quickly diſappear, 
Lou know you muſt not cannot bring it here; 
Nor can you tell when you bid it adieu, 
What thoſe alive will do with it or you; 
So mind your Duty more than yaſt Increaſe, 
What ſignifies a ſnort and tranſitory Leaſe? 
Do all the good you can, but do no ill, 
And bend your Mind to the Almighty s Will. 
his will befriend you when your Treaſure's fled, | 
And gain you Peace when mingl'd with the Dead. 
Nov, Lady fair, I've told you what to do, 
The Fault can't lie on me, but muſt on yous 
Strive all you can in Virtue to excel, 
II fay ne more to you, ſo now Farewel. 
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DIALOGUE 


Honour and Fame do ſtill attend the Brave, 
Four Ser EA, Bo PI 2 no more e Slave. 


7 1 A 1. 0 * 0 E n. 


Between AGE, Yours, and TI ME. 


ge he e Pl ing, while « on üs earthly Rag 


rightly YouTa, and weak declining Ack; | 


I find . BE rence nothing but a Span, 

_ *Twixt florid Youth, and helpleſs aged Man. 

I heard them talk, and now to ſpeak the Truth, 
Old Age is ſeldom pleas'd with thoughtleſs Youth; 


For Age will never that Allowance make, 
Which in his Youth he us'd himſelf to take. 


The Father ſaid, my Son, how can this be, 
That my Advice ſeems irkſome unto thee ? 
I'm quite alarm'd at thy, Exceſs and Pride, 
Thy Diſreſpect, and twenty Things beſide. 
The Youth retorted, as ſome Youths dae do, 

Can you expect me to behave like you ? U. 
You've had your Day, but now tis on decline, 0 
Pray be not angry, for I will have mine 
1 long to rove among the human Race, 

See ev'ry Kingdom, ev'ry Clime and Place, 
Jo croſs the Seas where foaming Billows: roar, 

And the vaſt Limits of the World explore; 
Four cloſe Reſtriction I'll no longer mind, 

But leave my Friends as well as Foes behind. 

I thirſt for Glory and ſometimes for Gain, 
Nor can I bear tolhear you thus complain. 


Ahl. 


8 3 

\h! my dear Son, can you then leave me fo, 

o rove in Climates that you do not Know; 

s this the beſt Return you have to make 

"of what I have endured for your Sake? 

ſtaid at Home, when I might rove quite free, 

Fo nouriſh, ſuccour, and to comfort thee, 

Vhile thou waſt helpleſs, tender, young, and weak, 

gvarded thee and taught thee how to ipeak ; 

Il hou waſt the only Object of my Care, 

And halt already had what I could ſpare ; 

But let me tell thee, Honour, Glory, Fame, 

Are fooliſh Trifles with an empty Name. 

here wilt thou find them, or where firſt repair, 

Down through the Earth, or upward mount in Air? 

It matters not which Way; for to thy Coſt 

Thou'llt find thy Journey and thy Labour loft. 

Learn then, my Son, before it is too late, 

To ſhun the Dangers of impending Fate: 

Honour's a Jilt, and Glory's but a Blaſt, 

And Fame's a Phantom, thou wilt find at laſt, 

[Yet theſe delude unwary headſtrong Youth, 

To leave the flow'ry Paths of Peace and Truth, 
Sure Diſobedience is a grievous Crime; 

But ſtop, let us conſult with Neighbour Tims. 
With all my Heart, reply'd the vent'rous Youth, 
I've often heard you ſay he ſpeaks the Truth. 

Tinu hearing this, ſaid, You are both to blame, 

WI would not ſpeak till you brought forth my Name; 

Old Age ſpeaks well, and doubtleſs ſpeaks the Truth, 

Though ditregarded by a thoughtleſs Youl, 

But ſince you aſk me, I will tell you plain, 

Content's the greateſt good you can obtain, 

he is quite gentle, affable, and kind, 

And fain would enter to adorn the Mind. 


— . 
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( 16. ) 
But you'll not let her, this makes you lament, 


And ſhe to ſcourge you ſends forth Diſcontent; 
She gains Admittance, brings in Care and Strife, 


And all the Enemies of human Life. 


Theſe ſoon torment you, plague you to the Heart, 


And for your Follies make you ſorely {mart ; 
You hunt for Riches, Honour, and what not, 
While Peace and ſweet Content lie quite forgot. 
This is the Cauſe (oh, wretched Cauſe to ſay!) 


That drives your Sons and Daughters quite ey; 


But when they're driven to Extremity, 
To cloak their Crimes they'll lay the Fault on me: 
This makes it worſe; for if they'd uſe me well, 


Peace and Content would always with them dwell. 


I've often heard Men at their trifling Games, 


Call me, their F riend, a hundred diff' rent Names. 5 


One calls me good, another calls me bad, 

One makes me ſober, and another ſad; 

Some call me wicked, barb'rous, and what not, 
While by ſome F vols I'm totally forgot : 

To ns me, kill me, ſome do often try, 
While ſome do count me as I paſs them by; 
Others divide me, as quite plain appears, 

Into ſmall Minutes, Hours, Days, and Years : 
| Yer for all this I always am the fame, 
I alter not my Property or Name, 


And all Men know, if they have common Senſe, | 


I never did or can give an Offence. 

Of me each Man as but a ſlender Share, 

Though ſome pretend they haye enough 'to ſpare. 
But to conclude, I'll ſtrive both you to pleaſe, 
Still uſe me well, and you will ſoon find Eaſe, 
So do but this, and wander where you pleale, 
Lou plainly ſee Joy and Felicity 

Cannot. be had, e e me. 
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Do 


„ 
do this, and you will never more lament, 

ndeed it was for this you here were ſent, 

ou can no other way attain your Ends, 

will gain your Peace and everlaſting Friends ; 

ou'll find my Doctrine wholſome, ſound, and true, 
hen you bid me and this vain World adieu. f 

he YouTH bow'd down juſt as old Timer had done, 
When both ſhook Hands, the Father and the Son; 
They own'd that Tims in Counſel did excel, 
And promis'd all their Days to uſe him well, 


.- dif-. Sf ur. Al-. , E. 5. 
ON THE 
WV ICISSITUDES of HUMAN LIFE. 


1 ORD, what is Man! we often read the firſt 

Was form'd by thy Almighty Hand with Duſt; 

But ever ſince the Epzn happy Reign, 

? e's got by Sin, and then brought forth in Pain: 

Porrow attends him the firſt Breath he draws, 
As if he'd made a Breach in Nature's Laws, 

His infant Paths are Innocence and Truth, 

But how extravagantly wild in Youth! | 

In Manhood mad, decrepid in his Age, 

For then his Limbs do totter on the Stage. 

is Voice moves Pity, when he comes at firſt, 

His laſt commanding Grief, and fore Diſguſt. 

He Brute Creation are Dame NaTure's Care, 

Her * are cloth d with Wool or Hair; 

8 2 The 
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T he Wied with Feathers, which do ſeem to vie - 
| With all the ſpangl'd Colours of the Sky; 
The Peacock's Tail, expanded like a Fan, 


More Beauty ſhews thai, all the Dreſs of Man. 


The Fiſhes too are all juppli'd with Scales, 


From the minuteſt up to monſtrous W hales. 


Thus Nature doth her noble Gifts diſpenſe 
To Beaſts, to Birds, and Fiſhes, for Defence. 


But Man is born in ſuch defenceleſs Plight, 


He cannot handle, hear, or lee aright: 


His Wants come with him when he firſt appears, 


Which makes his tender Eyes guſh out with Tears; 
Piteous and mournful are his tender Cries, 

Naked he comes, and naked from us flies, 

Simple his Thoughts, and vain are his Deſires, 
The more he ſees, the more he ſtill requires. 
Likewiſe when Keaſon once aflumes her Seat, 


Then all his Wants are more and more replete ; 
For Reaſon, which is Man's diſtinguiſh'd Guide, 
He ſtains with Paſſion, Avarice, by FRO” 
Inſatiate Revenge now fires the Mind, 


And Pride abominable makes him blind ; 


He ſpurns the Thought of being wile and juſt, 


To tread the Paths of Cruelty and Luſt , 
He ſcorns to ſtoop or hearken to the Man ® 
That don't approve his headſtrong tooliſh Plan. 


But while his Thoughts are all on Pleaſure , 
A ſudden Pain is through his Bowels ſent; 


In this ſad State he's heard aloud to cry, 
Ohl help me, help me, or I quickly die: 


Yet die he cannot till allow'd by Fate, 


So let's behold him in his wretched State. 
Now Enemies aſſault, and Friends betray, 
And frightful Dangers tumble in his Way: 


Intoxicatin 


* 
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Intoxicating Hope ſometimes appears, 

But ſoon gives Way to black tormenting Fears; 

Then Care comes in to give the next Aſſault, 

And makes his Actions ev'ry one a Fault, 

While Wrongs oppreſs him, Thieves do from him ſteal, 

And thoſe he truſted all his Crimes reveal; 

[11s croud upon him like impending Storm, 

And make him rue the Time that he was born. 

In the laſt Scene, deplorable his Caſe, 

His Eyes are dim, and funk within his Face, 

His Hands are feeble, and his feet are lame, 

And all his Glory tarniſh'd o'er witk Shame, 

His Sinews ſhrunk, and Bones now almoſt dry, 
While Woes and Evils on him. multiply; 

He longs for Comfort while it from him flies, 

. Ang each revolving Pain renews his Cries. 

I hus he drags on through Buſtle, Noiſe, and Strife, 

The tad Remains of miſerable Life; 

Each Time he draws his quick and ſhort” ning Breath, 

He looks with Terror at approaching Death; _ 

His infant Days in Folly all were ſpent, 

And thoſe of Yout}, heap on him Diſcontent ; 

Which makes him now deteſt- the Verge or Brink. 

Of Folly's Brook where he was us'd to drink ; 

No Friend to help in this Extremity, 

But wither'd Age, and weak Infirmity. 

 Loxp, what is Man! when he | is brought ſo low, 

But like a Dunghill blanched o'er with Snow ; 

Now Fortune trowns, the fickle-minded dame 

Turns all her Smiles to Mockery and Game: 

She ſets him up to Malice as a Mark, 

Then leaves him quite bewilder'd in the Dark. 

If poor and nec dy, or in great Diſtreſs, 


He'll find more Troubles daily on him preſs; 
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| { 14. . 
Deſpis'd by thoſe who ought to yield Relief, 
While mean Inſults add Fuel to his Grief; 
Taunts and Reflections tingle in his Ears, 
Which wound his Heart, and multiply his Tears. 
Yet he's one Comfort left, If very poor, 

The Sons of Pride will ever miſs his Door: 
If rich, he's flatter'd by the. fawning Crowd, 
Though ſecretly accus'd of being proud; 
If prudent, then miſtruſted various Ways, 
Thus Man's a Butt for Envy all his Days; 
If ſimple, then they preſently deride, 
There is no Medium in the Sons of Pride. 
 Lorp, what is Man! who thus contends for pow'r, 
His blooming Beauty's nothing but a Flow'r, 
His'Wit no more than juſt a ſudden Flaſh, 
And his great Strength as tender as the Graſs, _ 
His boaſted Wiſdom, Folly leads aſtray, 8 
As well the old, as thoughtleſs, young, and gay, 
His Judgment weak, his Art but Imperfection, 
ww Subject to Cenſure, Error, and Detection: 
He may perhaps by ſome bold Stroke amaze, 
Though all his Glory's nothing but a Blaze, 

His Time a Span, himſelf an airy Bubble, 
Surrounded ev'ry where with Toil and Trouble; 
He cries at coming on this earthly Stage, 
And laughs at ſome Intervals down to Age, 
When Tears again ſtream from his wat'ry Eyes, 
And helpleſs Man in frightful groaning dies; 
.- So let us ſtrive, while our ſwift Moments fly, 

W To find the Road to IMMORTALIIfr“. 


* *. 
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HE Time that's paſt fince the firſt Man was made, 
Or form'd of Clay, in Epzen's happy e 
Is now fled by, juſt like a Ball that's toſt, 
Along the Strand, and in the Surges loſt. 
Records, indeed, are left for us to ſcan, 
We read of ſuch a Place or ſuch a Man, 
Of ſuch a City, Monument, or Buſt, _ 
Whoſe Ruins lie on Heaps, or ſunk in Duſt, 
Of Kingdoms, Empires, Sieges, and what not, 
(Though ſome of theſe are totally forgot;) | 
Of num'rous Armies, Battles in Array, 
Who ſometimes won the Field, yer loſt the Day; ; 
Yet among Myriads, tell me it you can, 
Whoever liv'd and died a happy Man. 
Indeed I bow (and hope *tis no Offence) 
To thoſe who ſtand recorded for their Senſe, 
For Wiſdom, Learning, Piety, and Truth, 
Becauſe they teach old Age as well as Youth, 
To ſoar above, or through the Regions fly, 
Through Rays of Light, to Immortality, 
But Time once paſt, we never can regain, 
He who attempts it, labours but in vain : 
For while he ſtrives paſt Moments to command, 
He loſes thoſe he has got near at Hand. 
So for that Reaſon I will drop the Scheme, 
And make the preſent Time my future Theme; 3 
Except lam oblig'd as I go on, 
Sometimes to make a juſt Compariſon, | 
T rus chen allow'd, once more kind Muſe deſcend, 


And while I ſpeak the Truth my Cauſe defend. 


On TIME PRESENT. 


() Pra T1ms, the Subject of my Lays, 

I cannot hear one Mortal ſing thy Praiſe; 
But often hear them in a mournful Strain, 
Of thee in bitterneſs of Heart complain : 
Fet I muſt own, if I may ſpeak quite free, 
I cannot lay one ſingle Fault on thee. 
No: I will bleſs thee for the Crops of Grain, 
That yearly grow on ev'ry fertile Plain; 
Thy bounteous Bleſſings ſtill adorn the Land, 
And ev'ry where employ the labouring Hand. 
Yet notwithſtanding Plenty does appear, | 
The Reaper finds his Bread both ſcarce and dear; 
BRITANNIA mourns at her unhappy State, 
Cauſe her ſtout Sons do daily emigrate 
To diſtant Nations o'er the briny Deep; _ * 
This is enough to make BrxriTAaxNia weep. 
While her proud Children, which ſhould have more Senſe 
Do load the I. and with Taxes and Expence; _ 
They ride in Chariots like the Sons of Pride, 
While others on their Brethren's Shoulders ride; 
The Grain they purchaſe, but ne'er mind the Rate, 
Becaule it adds more Wealth to their Eſtate, 
Greedy of Gain, they ſtill monopolize, VVV 
And while the Ploughman ſtarves they gormandize, 5 


Regardleſs of their Fellow Creatures Cries. 
No wonder then it half the Nation, 
Should leave the Land by Emigration 

For he's a Fool that would not chuſe to fly 
From dreadful Want and frightful Miſery. 
The other Day I heard a ruſtic Swain, 
In mournful Accents. bitterly complain, 


„„ 

is Bottle, once the Emblem of his Pride, 

ay quite neglected empty by his Side. 

Adieu, he cried, dear Bottle! we muſt part, 

he loſing thee almoſt diſtracts my Heart; 

et part we muſt: O! my Companion dear, 

For my Taſk-maſter will afford no Beer; 

he more I do, the more he ſeems to crave 

And ſays, that ſuch as me were born to ſlave. 

{Likewiſe my Dame, a weather-beaten Punk, 

Says, thou waſt always us'd to make me drunk. 
Thus, my dear Bottle, thou art vility'd, 

No more I dare ſtrut with thee Side by Side. 

What muſt I do, in this my wretched State? 

Sometimes I have a mind to emigrate; 

For what adds daily to my torpid Grief, 

There is no Glimpſe or Sign of a Relief. 

Now ev'ry Morn I'm up before the Lark 
And toil and labour till *tis almoſt Dark; 
When Sor. has left me, Home I faintly ſteer 
And drink the limpid Stream inſtead of Beer. 


To lay my Wrongs upon the preſent Time, 
T h he 1s loaded with the Price of Grain, 
The Product of my Labour, Toil, and Pain; 4 
So I without thee muſt my Taſk purſue, 

| Adieu, dear Bottle! eyermore Adieu! 


Thus Hope complain'd among his fellow Slaves, 


And broke his darling Bottle all to Staves. 
Had WILEESs been there, or N--Ta th* immaculate, 
The Prop and Wonder of the BriTisa State: 
What would they ſay, to ſee the Bottle broke? 

Perhaps they'd laugh as at a common Joke; 
Or may be promiſe, as they've done before, 
To do ſome Ay Thing to ſerve the Poor, 

8 


While my good Maſter thinks it is no Crime 


For 


? - 1 
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For they c can vow like Sailors in a Storm, 
But when the Cloud's blown off, will ne'er perform. 
I hope theſe Sons of Wiſdom will excuſe 
My long and gteat Attention to the News ; 
Their Promiſes I've very often read, 
Yet Britain's Sons by Thouſands cry for Bread, 
Thus ſtill I find my andent Wiſhes croſt, 
And all my Time in Expectations loſt, 
What glorious Times had BRTToxs ev'ry Way, 
When GeoRce the Second did the Sceptre ſway! 
We humbl'd France, and almoſt ruin'd Spain, 
And faild triumphant on the azure Main; 
We kep tthe Syanisn Dons in torpid Fears, 
And blew their Caſtle Walls about their 8 
 QuelPd a Rebellion which like Fury ſpread 
Yet all this Time we never cry'd for Bread. 
Nay, we could ſpare to other Lands Relief 
Of Malt and Corn, or famous EncLiss Beef. 
But now, alas! our Wants and Woes increaſe, 
While pinching Hunger reigns in Time of Peace. 
No Wonder then, that thoſe in humble Station 
Do ev'ry Day grow fond of Emigration. 
I own there's Danger in the tedious Flight, 
And Perils, when engag'd in Savage Fight. 
But then 'tis better to go cer ſo far, 
Than ſtay at Home to wage a Savage War. 
For when a wiſe Man's Evils are increas'd, 


He will not Rudy but cauſe the leaſt. 


by 


In MEMORY or THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


EORGE LORD LYTTELTON, 


| ho Departed this Life, Univerſally Lamented, 
=: Auguſt the 24th, 1773. 


N OW all the Great have ſung i in  Pompous 8 6 
Why ſhould not I a ruſtic Bard complain; 
own their Talents quite ſublimely ſhine, 

Be Fame their Portion, while ſadG rief is mine 
For I have loſt a Friend both wiſe and juſt, 
y kind Protector's mingled with the Duſt: 
is Glaſs 1 is out and the laſt Sand i is run, | 
Dh! Reader, drop one Tear for LyTTEL TON. 
His Name revere and Memory ever bleſs, ._ 
ho ne'er could fee his Brother in Diſtreſs. 
nſatiate Death where lies thy bitter Sting, 
y echoing Woes ſhall through the Valleys ring: 
ould'ſt thou not take ſome Object off the Stage, 
ppreſs'd with Miſery, Poverty, and Age, 
Ind ſpare the kind Protector of the Poor, 

ho Daily bleſs'd his Hoſpitable Door. 

o: Tyrants always ſtrive to leave the worſt, 
nd ſtill lop off, the noble, wiſe, and juſt. 
greater Ill thou could'ſt no Way contrive, | 
his ſtroak has wounded Thouſands yet alive. 
lourn HALEY, mourn, in doleful Silence tread, 


ur N oble Lord lies Brsathleſs, Cold, and Dead: R 


5 0 
Oh! cruel os, 7 it fills my Heart with Grief” 
Where muſt the wretched fly to find Relief? 

O Death! where haſt thou took by ſudden Rend, 
The Rich Man's Pattern, and the Poor Man's F riend ? 
*Tis thy Delight to elevate Diſtreſs, 

And all his Study was to make it leſs; 

But that great Virtue that here fill'd his Breaſt, 
Now gains him Peace and everlaſting Reſt. 
Thou only from this Earth haſt et him free, 
For now in Heaven he triumphs over thee, 
Elſe gracious Gop what muſt become of me. 
His like on Earth I never more ſhall find, 
So meek, fo humble, and ſo good and kind : 
By all rever d, ſtill honour'd by the Brave, 
Lov'd by the Wiſe, and pray'd for by the Slave. 
But he is gone, fo I Il no more complain, 
For my great loſs is his Eternal gain; 

He was too good with Sinners here to ſtay, 

So Angels came and wafted him away. 

His bright Etherial form now upward flies, 5 
Through Heavenly Regions quite beyond the Skies ; ; 
Let 2 er Bards his mighty worth declare, 

Who have more Learning and more Time to ſpare, 
While I no more Poetick Paths purſue, 
"Ml Drop my Pen, ye Muſes all bg 
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An EMIG RANT's FAREWEL to his 


7 MOTHER COUNTRY. 


DIE U] dear Parent of my tender Tears, 
I cannot leave thee without ſhedding Tears; 

1 have endured Hardſhips for thy Sake, 
And now to leave thee makes my Heart to ake. 
But thy poor Children multiply fo faſt, _ 
Thou cannot find them Meat or Drink at laſt, 
Nor yet Employment, which is very hard; 
Becauſe where nothing's done, there's no Reward 
Can be expected. This makes me fly 
Acrols the Seas in ſearch of Liberty; 
For now I find ſhe's from theſe Regions fled, 

And Rigor's ſubſtituted in her Stead. 
I know thy bounteous Gifts are manifold, 
But theſe are by thy Children bought and ſold, 
And he that cannot purchaſe or diſpenſe 
With ſome of theſe, is void of all Defence; 
They work him, pinch him, grind him till he cries, 
Or into ſome more happy Region flies. 

This is the Cauſe that makes me leave thy Plains, 

Where Diſcontent and Melancholy reigns: 
Tet beg, when I am gone, thou may'ſt defend 
Me from my Foes, and always ſtand my Friend; 
I'll fight for thee whenever there is Cauſe, 
Defend thy Charter, Liberty, and Laws, 
So now I go; but ſtay, I've one Word more, 
When I am landed on the weſtern Shore, 
U beg thou may'ſt not ſend my Brethren dear, 
Before the Wool is grown, my Shec p to ſhear. 
Adieu! dear MorRHER CounTRY, now adieu! 
1 long to have AMERICA in View. 


. 4 


INDUSTRY 
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and SLOTH. 
A EF. A N E. 


OW many Men in this low World are ſeen 
Uſeleſs, as if they ne'er had been; 
They paſs through Life as Birds do through the Air, 
And leave no Track behind of what they were. 
But waſte the prime of Youth deliberating 


What they ſhall do, without determinating ; ; 
They ſtand and gaze till the laſt 'Sand is run, 


Thus all their Time 1s loſt yet nothing done. 
An indolent young Man being aſked why 


He lay in Bed ſo long? made this Reply, 
Or careleſs Anſwer, without any Paute, 
If you will hear, PII quickly tell the Cauſe. 


Two pretty Girls, perhaps you know them both, 


- One's call'd IxpusrRV, and the other SLoTHn, 
Stand by my Bed: IN pus rRVYH bids me riſe, 
While SLoTH defires me to cloſe my Eyes. 


Lie ſtill, ſhe cries, and ſtretch your Limbs at Eafe, 
My Taſk ſhall be your ſilent Thoughts to pleaſe, 


Indulge yourſelf while Youth his in its Bloom, 


The modern Gentleman don't riſe till Noon; 


In vulgar Minds InpusT&y bears the Sway, 
But ſuch as you ſhe muſt not lead aſtray : 
Lie down my dear, my Counſel's alway beſt, 


And he's the happy Man who loves his Relt. | 
Thus ſhe goes on. InpusTzy then replies, 


He that regards his Health ſhould early riſe, 


Reſolve on ſomething worthy human praiſe, 


Theſe 


„ 

Theſe Arguments do ſeem ſo very preſſing, e eee 
It's almoſt Noon before I think of dreſſing, 9:3 4 PLA 

That I-declare, as Pm a wicked Sinner, 

Before the Pleading's o'er, *tis Time for Dinner. 

Remove theſe fair ones that ſtill lie perdue, 

Then I, perhaps, may riſe as ſoon as you. 
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A humorous I LOVE EPIS TLE from JACK 
SAVEALL 7 SALLY SCRAPEWELL. 


DE LIE V E, dear SALLy, for I vow tis true, 
That I'm o'er Head and Ears in Love with you, 


* Long have I languiſh'd, yet, my charming Maid, 


This has, dear SaLLy, always been my Caſe, 
| Since firſt 1 ſaw your lovely blooming Face; 


To tell you ſo, I always was afraid; 

For when I've had you diſtant from the Throng, 
| The Force of Love in Silence lock*d my Tongue, 
Like ſome dull Boy that's over-aw'd at School, 
Tour Preſence makes me ſtupid as a Fool, 

And quite unfit to anſwer or reply 

* To you alone, or yet in Company: : 

When abſent, ſtill I think you're in my Sight, | 
Fou fill my T houghts by Day, and Dreams by Night. 


Your dazzling Beauty with ſuch Splendor ſhone, 
| Except you pity Jack, he's quite undone. 
ou know, my Dear, I'm young, and in my Prime, 
And to my Trade have duly ſery'd my Time, 
Am now well ſettl'd, and can earn with Eaſe, 
Eighteen good Shillings wel, © 1 pt. .: : - 
; Woe be ee wn S0 


. 
So beg, dear SALLY, you may ſoon comply, 
This is enough to keep both you and I. 


Each Saturday, as it becomes my Due, 
PI bring: it all untouch'd, my Dear „ [tO yon. 
No tippling Ale-houſe (if I may be plain) 


Shall ever ſhare one Farthing of my Gain; 


For ev'ry Evening when my Work. is done, 
To you dear SaLLy, I will haſten Home. 


] hope, my Dear, you'll kind and conſtant prove, 
For I am really very deep in Love. ; 


5 Pray don't be angry, nor let me repine, 
I can't be happy if you are not mine; 


I own I bluſh at ſending thus by Stealth, 


But I'm too baſhful yet to ſpeak myſelf. 
1 was afraid to ſay ſo much before; 
But if you anſwer this, I'll tell you more: 


Or meet you where I can my mind expreſs, 


Hoping you'll heal or ſoften my Diſtreſs. 


Next Sunday Evening, if the Weather's clear, 
Let you and I one Courſe together ſteer, 


To Couſin WiII's, where you ſhall hear my Plea, 


The While we're chatting o'er a Diſh of Tea. 
So let, for once, your generous tender Breaſt 


Give Way to Love, by granting my Requeſt; 
Wiith Joy and Pleaſure PII obey your Call, 
I am for ever yours, JOHN SAVEALL, 


TY. 


The 5 N 8 W E R. 


I VO W, dear Tack, I lad think you're Blind, 


Tho I muſt own, your Letter's ve ST } : 
But how to anſwer, or my Mind expreſs cſs, 

I cannot tell, I modeſtly confeſs. 

I ſhould be glad to marry, but ah! then 

I fear there's no ſuch Thing as truſting Men; 
They're ſo deceitful, this I know is true, 

Nor can I think, as yet, of truſting you. 

There is TOM Tiuzkn, Carpenter by Trade, 

And Jack the Smith, who many Yom! have made, 
'Tis not fix Months fince theſe two Men were wed, 
Yet now they ev'ry Night go Drunk to Bed 

Nay beat their Wives, which makes the Matter worſe. 
And turn the Joys of Hymen to a Curſe. 
They once could love, and dear, as well as you, 

And call them pretty Girls and Angels too ; 

But this fine Language now they've quite forgot, 
Negiecting Beauty for the Ale-houſe Pot. 

How can I tell but this may be my Caſe, 

And your fine Promiſes turn to Grimace ? | 

You may like them too quickly make me rue, 


And beat me when Pm yours, both black and blue. = 
But if I thought that you could ſerve me ſo, 


Depend upon't, I'd always anſwer, No. 
Fd ſcour Floors and Saucepans all my Life, 
Rather than be a ſlighted beaten Wife ; 

But poſſibly you may not be ſo bad, 

I take you for a ſober modeſt Lad. 


Lou know Jack TROTTER, 4 ſs-Man, and WIL I Murr. 
Ne E Rear Wivgs, and always live in 1 


They ſeem through Life a FG Courſe to ſteer, 
And bring Home Joints of Meat, and Malt for Beer; 
A good home-bringing Huſband always thrives, 
And all ſuch Men are happy with their Wives. 
I can't reſolve as yet what I ſhall do, | S 
But meet I will, and take a Walk with you, 
Next Sunday, at the End of our Stable, 
As ſoon as Dinner is took of the Table, 
From thence to Couſin WIII's with you I'll move, 
And hear how prettily, you talk of Love. 
Till then Adieu]! my Maſter rings the Bell, 
I am, dear Jack, yours, PALL SCRAPEWELL. 
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Multiplication Table 


T urned into a Sono. 


. R E E three's is nine, three n IG #weve, 
7 Three five's is fifteen ſure, ab 
And three times fix is juſt eighteen, 
And wants wo of a Score; 
Seven times three 1s twenty-one, 
Three eight's is twenty four, 
And three times nine is twenty-ſeven, 
_— Indeed it is no more. 
. Four four's s were Mares pretty Girls . 
= WE Hacizy Park, 
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Who met them in the Dark; 
And four times ſix were twenty - four 
Of Women old and grey, 
And four times ſeven were twenty: eight 
Of Maids that went aſtrayr. 
Now four times eight is thirty-two, + 
Four nine's is thirty-ſix, 
And five times five were twenty: fue 
Inclin'd to knaviſh Tricks; 
And five times fix were thirty Boys 
Who loſt their Time at Play, 
\nd five times ſeven were 1 hirty five 
Of Farmers cloth'd in Grey. 


| Who came from ABERDEEN, 
And five times nine were forty-five, 

Which gave them all the Spleen; 

Ind fx times fix were thirty-/ix 
Fine Ladies all in Blue, 

And all muſt own that ſeven times 2 
Will make but forty-two. 

ow /ix times eight were forty-eight 
Of famous Lonpox Dames, 

And fix times nine were fifty-four, 

Who durſt not tell their Names. 


Stout Sailors bold and true, 
And ſeven times eight were Jifty-fix 
Belonging to the Crew. 

Now ſeven times nine is fixty-three, 
According to this Rule, 

And eight times eight were ſixty * 
Re Rug aney £ rom | Scoops 


And four times five were twenty Blades 


Now five times eight were forty Scors 


And ſeven times ſeven were forty- nine 
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"= * And e eiobt times nine were /eventy-itoo, 
— _ NES That from it would not ſtay, | 
And nine times nine were eighty-one 

„ did not like to pay. 

Sao now, brave Boys, with cheerful Mind, 
Let ev'ry one take Care, 
Io add, ſubſtract, and multiply, 

And the Dividend to ſhare; 
Quotient properly to place, 

. oY give each Man his Due ; 

„ Vhich, by the Diviſor d, 

5 Will prove if all is true. ' 
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